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The latter we regarded as the more important. Divided, we
worked without any unified plan. Three men were powerless to
drag the N 24 to safety, but our united numbers might do so. We
were unaware of the condition of the N 25. For all we knew, she
was ready to fly at once, with sufficient open water for a take-off,
while Amundsen and the two others were spending their time
searching for us. One man at the pump could keep the water down
in the N 24*s hull. The other two must continue the hunt.
A brief rest under the bandage had restored to Dietrichson's eyes
enough vision to permit him to get around. He had not slept; and
Omdal and I, weary as we were, had not even thought of sleep. In
fact, none of us slept at all during our first five days on the ice, and
we took very little rest. Men do not sleep when their lives hang in
the balance and salvation depends upon their own efforts.
From the near-by hummocks from which we had first looked
we had seen a higher hill of ice not far away. Dietrichson and I
decided to gain its summit, if we could, and use it as our observa-
tion-point. We put on skis and started out, wary lest the three-foot
covering of snow bridged hidden crevasses in the ice. The journey
proved to be not difficult, and when we reached the top of this hill
we spotted the N 25 instantly.
Gone were our hopes, or, rather, gone was our confident assump-
tion, that Riiser-Larsen had landed the N 25 safely. She seemed in
a worse plight than the N 24. Though a long distance away—three
miles, we estimated—through our binoculars she presented a terrible
picture. She was up-ended at an angle of forty-five degrees, her nose
against a wall of ice that looked forty feet high. She seemed to us
to have crashed against this wall and to have tried to climb it.
Now and then with our glasses we saw the tiny black figures of
Amundsen and his companions; but though we shouted and waved
our signal flag, they did not see us. I returned to the plane and
brought back some of the hydrogen sounding balloons which we
carried for meteorological observations in the upper air strata. We
tied pieces of flannel to these and set them loose, hoping they would
drift over the N 25 and indicate our direction to Amundsen. But
the N 25 lay northward and the wind was from that direction, so
our balloons only floated south or were blown by gusts into the
polar debris and entangled there.

